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The Life and Death 

I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, andbaffeld here, 

Pierc’d to the foule with danders venom’ d fpearef 
The which noBalme can cure, but his heart bipod 
W hich breath’d this poyfon* 
iTiwg.Rage muft be withftood ; 

Give me his gage; Lyons make Leopards tame* 
^W.Yea,butnot change his fpots- take but my fliame, 
And I refigne my gage* My deare,deare Lord, 

Tho pure ft trealure mortall times afford. 

Is ipotleffe reputation : that away. 

Men are but gilded loame,or painted clay* 

A jewell in a ten-times barr’d up Cheft, 

Isa.bold ipirit in aloyallbreft* 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one : 

Take honour from me, and my life is done* 

Then (dearemy Liege) mine honour let me try. 

In that Hive, and for that will I dye. 

King. Cofin throw do wnc your gage, 

Doe you begin. 

Bui. Oh heaven defend my foule from filch foule finnc* 
Shall I feeme Creft-falneinmy fathers fight. 

Or with pale beggar-fqare.impeacji my height 
Before this out-dar’d daftard?Eremy tongue. 

Shall wound mine honour with fuch feeble wrong ; 

Or found fo bafc a parle : my teeth {hall teare 

The flavifh motive of recanting feare, boop 

And.fpit it bleeding in this high difgrace, vrnlr. l‘s5V/ 
Where fhame doth harbour, even hvMowbrajeshct. 

Exit Gaunt* 

King. We were not borne to fue, but to command. 
Which fmce we cannot doe to make youfriends. 

Be ready, (as your lives fhall anfwer it ) 

At Ccventr t* Saint Lamberts day : 

1 here fhallyour Swords and Lances arbiu ate 
The fwclling difference of your fetled hate 
Since we cannot attone you,yop fhall fee 
lull ice defigne the Vigors Chivalry* 

Lord Marfhall, command our Officers at Armes, 

Be 


of Richard the fecond. 

ready to direct the fc home, Marines*’ Exem: 

Sc ana Secunda . 


Enter Gaunt , and Dutchejfe of G locefier. 

Gaunt. Alas, the parti had in G letters blood, 

Doth more foHcite me than your exdairr.es. 

To ftirre againft the butchers of his life* 

But fince correction lyethin thofe hands 
W hich made the fault that we cannot correct. 

Put we our quarrell to the will of Hcauen, 

Who when they fee the houres ripe on earth. 

Will raigne hot vengeance on offenders heads* 

Dut. Finds brotherhood in thee no fharper fpurre ? 
Hath love in thy old blood no liuing fire ? 

Edwards fevtn ionnes ( whereof thy felfe art one ) 

Where are feven viallcs ofhis facred blood. 

Or feuen faire branches fpringing from one roote : 

Some of thofe feuen are aryed by natures courfe. 

Some ofthole branches by the deffinies cuu* 

But Thomas , my dearc Lord, my life, my G loiter « 

One Viall full of Edwards (acred blood, 

One flourifhing brancii ofhis moft Koyall roote 
Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor fpilt; 

Ishackt downe.and his fummer leaves all vaded 
By Envies hand, and Murders bloody Axe* 

Ah Gaunt ? His blood was tbine,'that bed,that wombe, 
hat me:tall,that felfe-mould that fafhion’d thee. 

Made him a man : and though thou liu’ft and breath’ft .j 
Yet art thou flame in him; thou doeft confent 
" ,me krge meafure to thy Fathers death 
ir that thou feeft thy wretched brother dv, 
u ho was the modell of thy Fathers life, 

■Call it not patience (Gaunt) his defpaire, 

Jnluffering thus thy brother to be llauohrer’d 

Thou 
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